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He grinned down at Sarah, his wife, who sat
in a chair of crimson morocco; her hair, her face,
grey, her dress black, a ghost of desperate anger
and unhappiness. It was the unhappiness that
Judith, standing in the doorway, first saw, then,
a second later, she was engulfed in the anger as
though she had to push up her head to avoid
drowning in it. She closed the door.

* I will not speak either to him or to you! '
Sarah cried, her hand trembling on her chair.

Francis, in entire command of himself, was by
the window. He came forward.

*  I am glad you have come, Judith,' he said.
' I would have a witness to this.    After twelve
months my mother Jtias at length addressed me....'
He went close to her.    His voice was tender and
full of affection.    * I cried out at what you said,
mother, but you have a right to say what you wish.
You have told me to go and never to come back.
I will go, but not before you have heard me.'

She did not look at him, but, half rising in her
chair, spoke to Judith.

*  I know that you are on his side,' she said,' but
that is no new thing.    Ever since they brought
you to this house as a baby you have made nothing
but evil here.    You have never belonged here,
and it is quite fitting that you should take the part
of the son who killed his father, leaving us all
desolate.'

Even as her face was a mask hiding some real
woman under it, so her voice was not her own.
Judith had a queer perception of the old, rather
tired, very quiet woman that Sarah would be after